you have as yet no son like yourself?1 You see
to            I am not endeavouring, as you say, to cover faults

with a splendid and specious colouring, nor am I
recommending to you ease and idleness, at least
if you believe the poet who ad vises any man that
wishes plenty of trouble, to get him a wife.

In the letter which I sent you by Master Beale,
I jested about marriage in general, and the
thought was suggested to me by the conversation
of Beale, who often used to launch out into the
praises of matrimony when he was with us. You
recoiled; whither you went when I last parted
from you; you then excited some suspicion in
the minds of the persons in whose name I had
made you the proposal at the mouth of the
Main; for they were convinced that you had
some objecft in view with reference to the indi-
vidual whose sagacity you have often heard me
commend, and that you repented of the Answer
which you had given me, I had considerable
trouble before I could remove these suspicions,
especially as they said they were certainly in-
formed, and as you         no answer for
months to my proposal And indeed, if I had not
been thoroughly confident in your sincerity, the
letter you wrote me from            in which you
said* that you foresaw it would not be         to
obtain from your friends that which you said
you desired, and therefore me to prepare
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